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Slovak male choir had assembled. They sang Otce Nas (Our
Father), they chanted a hymn in Latin and in the native tongue the
melancholy of Kratfy Cas (The Brief Hour). Sobs were audible
and tears streamed down many faces. But it wasn't until the funeral
moved to the cemetery and the choir burst into Hoje Bozhe, that
grief snapped the nerves of the vast assemblage of mourners and all
wept silently. There was no hysterics, no cries of lament. After all
Hlinka had gone to his Maker and he had lived a long and pious
if turbulent life.

In the mountains the sun was setting. Somewhere a huge fire
was lighted, and Andrey Hlinka had become a memory to stir
holy and unholy emotions.

Only a few months later his followers in their impassioned revul-
sions against the reprovals of Seton-Watson, the man they had once
revered, and in response to his own request, removed his bust from
the Hlinka Square and plastered up the tributes they had inscribed
to him.